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"Can't | take a fucking shower? You know, like a normal human being does?" 


James folded his arms, leaning against the door frame to the hotel bathroom, eyes narrowed. "A ‘normal 
human being? Lars, you've been in here for almost a fucking hour. No man needs that kind of time to take a 
goddamned shower." 


Lars huffed, "In case you didn't notice, douchebag, | have a lot of fucking hair. It's longer'n yours, even, and it 
takes time to fucking condition it properly. So don't go handing me shit because l'm not a greaser like you and 


actually need to do more than squirt shampoo head to toe in the goddamned shower." 


James's only response was a steely glare. He watched Lars throw up his hands and then go back to his 
ablutions, taking a frigging eternity to carefully comb through all the tangles in his hair. Cant be that great a 


conditioner, he smirked to himself. 


He continued to watch, not even sure why now since his presence sure as hell wasn't making Lars move any 
faster. But when the Dane was finally - fucking finally - finished, and approached the door to leave the room, 
James found himself shifting to block the way. 


"The fuck? Lemme by, man" 


"Make me." The words were out there before James knew he was going to say them and he saw Lars rear 


back, anger blossoming in an instant. James laughed harshly. "Uh-oh. Hiss and spit time?" 
"Fuck you, Hetfield Get the fuck out of my way," the other man sneered. 


James merely solidified his position, watching green eyes narrow as he planted himself, feet lined up with his 
shoulders for maximum stability. They both knew Lars hadn't a prayer of budging him physically. The running 


range of discarded ideas playing across Lars's face made James grin nastily. Whatre you gonna do, httle man? 


It seemed charm was the first choice; the drummer's body language changed, softening from confrontational 
into beguiling as he placed his hands on James's chest, stroking lightly. Petting, almost, and damn, it did feel 
rice. "C'mon, James. You wanna go out? Find some chicks, bring ‘em back here - or, hell, fuck ‘em in a back 


room or something. Just you and me, man, yeah?" he wheedled. 


The images were enticing, sure, and they'd shared shit like that before, piled onto the same bed, not quite 
touching as they each fucked somebody else. But it didn't really hold his interest tonight. "Old news, Squirt. 
You're gonna have to do better than that." 


A flash of ire was quickly concealed and James nearly laughed and broke the game. He didn’t, though, and in the 
next minute the urge disappeared as Lars rubbed against him, full body, like the fucking cat he'd accused him 
of being. A dizzying amount of blood drained straight to his dick. 


"You know you wanna." Lars spoke softly. The thing was, they'd been dancing around this for-fucking-ever, and 
that Lars would use that in such a petty way really kind of pissed James off. He remained stony-faced as 
Lars glanced up at him through those long fucking eyelashes, a goddamned come hither look, and then began to 
slide down James's body, sinking to his knees. 


James could hardly breathe but he could see that this was a smokescreen easily enough - the Dane planned to 
duck out between his legs. Too bad for him he wasn't going anywhere. As soon as he hit the floor, James 
gathered a handful of that freshly conditioned hair, smirking, menace in his voice. "Don't make offers you can't 
back up, little drummer boy." 


"I can back it up, fuck you," he flared, nerves burning clearly. 


James locked eyes with Lars. "Yeah?" He popped open his fly one-handed, easing his jeans down just enough for 
his cock to twitch free, bobbing thick and flushed in front of Lars's face. He didn't look at it, staring up at 
James defiantly, well and truly stuck now by the way they played Lars could concede.. or he could suck. 


Tentatively his tongue flickered out, tasting the head, and it must not have grossed him out too much because 
he opened his mouth and leaned forward, taking James's erection in, green eyes still blazing at him. James 
thought it might be the hottest fucking thing he'd ever seen His lips parted, unable to prevent a tiny sigh 


from escaping, and Lars's expression grew smug. 


James didn't give a fuck, though, because that smugness meant that Lars put more effort into it, tonguing the 
slit, those full lips clamping tighter as he got into it, and James let loose with a low moan, grinning when Lars 
sucked harder, gaze never wavering. Little fucker was doing his damnedest to drive him right over the edge 
and James was gonna let him - just not the way he figured Lars was planning. No, James waited until the very 
last minute, until his breathing had grown ragged and his balls tight and Lars was all but glowing with triumph, 
and then he twisted that handful of hair and forced his cock deeper into Lars's mouth, feeling his throat 
contract as his gag reflex triggered, and the extra pressure exactly where he wanted it had James shooting 


off, right down Lars's throat. 


He pulled out as soon as he'd come, just in case Lars was gonna puke, but instead the Dane gave him a vicious 
look as he coughed and wiped at his mouth - a futile gesture, seeing as there'd been nothing left for him to 
spit. James tucked himself back into his jeans and, feeling generous now, stepped back, out of the doorway, and 


made a grand sweeping motion with his arm. "You're free to go." 


Still kneeling on the tiled floor, Lars began to laugh. "Asshole." 


